half-joking appeals to her to be gentle with his vanity
and spare him a scrutiny which must, in the circum-
stances, be so very much to his disadvantage, the room
was immediately flooded with light. Tableau! ... To one
side a bed, and sitting up in it, with one arm out-
stretched and hand still on the switch, a young girl
with hair still elaborately dressed, clad only in a lacy
nightdress whose whiteness brilliantlythrew up the dark
skin and sparkling black eyes beneath their thick and
level brows: on the other, in the very middle of the
floor, with an ironical smile rapidly becoming a grimace,
a young man in a city suit with a pair of bedroom
slippers under his arm.
For some seconds she stared at him boldly and with
a curious insistence, apparently oblivious of the fact
that if she could see, so also could she be seen, and that
the scrutiny was mutual. There was another sharp
little click, and the flood of light was gone and all
was darkness again.
At this moment Catherine reappeared and at once a
lively conversation sprang up, punctuated by outbursts
of suppressed laughter at the evening's doings. Soon
however this began to languish; asides between
Catherine and Michel grew more and more frequent,
until at last Alice tactfully remarked that she was
getting very sleepy, wished them goodnight, stretched
out in bed and settled herself for the night.
Then, huddled closely together in the big arm-chair
to which Catherine had led him, they began all over
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